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XIV

THE golden gift that Nature did thee give,
To fasten friends and feed them at thy will
With form and favour, taught me to believe
How thou art made to show her greatest skill,
Whose hidden virtues are not so unknown
But lively dooms might gather at the first:
Where beauty so her perfect seed hath sown,
Of other graces foJlow needs there must.
Now certes, lady, since all this is true,
That from above thy gifts are thus elect,
Do not deface them then with fancies new.
Nor change of minds, let not the mind infect:
But mercy him thy friend that doth thee serve,
Who seeks alway thine honour to preserve.

XV

SO cruel prison how could betide, alas,
As proud Windsor, where I, in lust and joy,
With a king *s son my childish years did pass,
In greater feast than Priam's sons of Troy.

Where each sweet place returns a taste full sour.
The large green courts, where we were wont to hove,
With eyes cast up unto the maiden's tower,
And easy sighs such as folk draw in love.

The stately seats, the kdies bright of hue,
The dances short, long tales of great delight,
With words and looks that tigers could but rue,
Where each of us did plead the other's right,

palme-play, where, despoiled for the game,
With dazed eyes oft we by gleams of love
Have missM the ball, and got sight of our dame,
To bait her eyes which kept the leads above,

The gravelTd ground, with sleeves tied on the helm,
On foaming horse, with swords and friendly hearts,
With chere as though one should another whelm,
Where we have fought and chased oft with darts,